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This  book  is  dedicated 

to  my  Mother, 

Marie  Sigrid 


ADDRESS  TO  MYSELF 
You  are  a  very  little  man  in  a  great  big  Cosmos. 

What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?  This  is  what  you  can  do: 
When  you  get  fed  up  with  this  dismal,  dumb  and  dusty  thing 
which  the  people  about  you  term  Life;  weary  of  trying  to  keep 
its  dregs  out  of  your  system;  weary  of  reaching  for  the  stars,  for 
which  a  glowworm  on  a  mouldy  clod  claims  a  closer  kinship,— 
follow  the  suggestion  of  Keats: 

"I  stood  tiptoe  upon  a  little  hill .... 

I  gazed  awhile  and  felt  as  light,  and  free 

As  though  the  fanning  wings  of  Mercury 

Had  played  upon  my  heels:  I  was  light-hearted, 

And  many  pleasures  to  my  vision  started; 

So  I  straightway  began  to  pluck  a  posey 

Of  luxuries  bright,  milky,  soft  and  rosey." 

This  I  will  do  and  let  the  fancy  roam. 


SYMPHONIC  MOODS 

Maestro  of  nature's  temple  choir, 
Your  symphonies  of  wind  and  fire, 
Awake  my  trumpets  of  desire. 

Winged  chorus  —  field  and  wood, 
Love  songs  of  the  nest  and  brood, 
By  all  lovers  understood. 

Rivers'  reach,  like  lovers'  arms, 
Flowers'  breath,  —  love's  potent  charms, 
Warning  seas,  —  love's  wild  alarms. 

Symphonies  of  ice  and  cold, 
Drums  of  thunder,  deep  and  bold, 
Tonal  majesties  unfold. 

Sunlight  bugles  piercing  morn, 
Shattering  dewdrops  on  the  thorn, 
Leaving  night  bereft,  forlorn. 

Symphonies  of  growing  grain, 
Staccato  notes  of  nature's  pain, 
Wake  to  life  the  Winter's  slain. 


SYMPHONY  IN  COLOUR 

The  lake  lay  sleeping  in  its  earthy  bed. 
Long  hours  ago  the  sun  had  passed  o'erhead, 
And  now  was  casting  a  last,  loving  look 
On  his  shy  nymph,  snug  in  her  sylvan  nook. 
So  still  the  evening  air,  so  hushed  its  breath, 
The  water  seemed  a  mask  of  tranquil  death. 

The  western  shore,  rock-ribbed  and  step't  with  pine, 
Had  drawn  across  the  lake  a  shadowy  line, 
Like  frontiers  of  a  dark,  mysterious  land, 
Fashioned  of  cloud  and  moonbeam,  by  the  hand 
Of  some  strange  god,  far  from  our  human  pale, 
Unvisioned  by  our  earth-bound  souls,  and  frail. 

Phantoms  of  wings  and  men,  sky-limned  and  bold, 
Dim  paths  of  onyx,  platinum  and  gold, 
Castles  and  towers,  banners  of  strange  device, 
Weird  pigments  blending  —  chalcedony,  bice; 
And  two  dimensions  which,  as  deep  as  high, 
Seemed  equal,  blended,  one  of  earth  and  sky. 

Beyond  these  smoky  shadows,  held  in  thrall 
By  the  Lord  Sun  —  a  molten,  flaming  ball  — 
A  narrow  marge  of  water,  shore  and  trees, 
Hung  like  a  golden  tapestry;  the  breeze 
Played  softly  on  its  opalescent  sheen, 
Crowning  with  magic  beauty  the  tranquil  scene. 


EARTH  AND  SEA 

How  painfully  and  slow  Earth  builds 

Her  landscapes  into  beauty.  Her  guilds 

Of  sun  and  soil  and  shower, 

Incessantly  at  work  with  shrub  and  flower, 

Through  tireless  seasons,  repairing  waste, 

Combatting  death,  disease,  to  taste 

At  last  one  moment's  pleasure, 

Before  demoniac  forces  sweep  her  treasure 

Again  to  dust  and  ashes.  So  Earth  contends 

Through  cycled  season  to  predestined  ends. 

Contrast  with  Earth  the  ever  changing  Sea. 
Restless,  mercurial  —  a  scenic  painter  she, 
Shifting  her  seascapes  every  passing  hour, 
To  suit  the  mighty  drama  of  her  power. 
Upon  her  level  fields  she  gaily  sows 
Meadows  of  purple  heather,  and  as  gaily  blows 
Them  into  mist  and  shadow.  In  their  place 
The  stage  is  set  for  a  breath-taking  race, 
When  all  the  hounds  of  heaven  leap  to  reach 
The  winning  goal  of  some  far-shining  beach. 
Again,  like  phantom  shadows  out  the  dark, 
Rise  snow-capped  mountain  ranges  .  .  .  Hark! 
How  from  their  swaying  summits  thunders  roar, 
While  the  lightnings  leap  to  limn  a  phantom  shore. 

Thus,  while  the  Earth  cups  to  her  breast  the  Sea, 
Unchastened,  lets  her  live  life  wantonly, 
While  she  most  virtuously  spends  her  days 
And  nights  in  honest  labour,  arduous  ways; 
I  wonder  if,  when  pondering  Life  apart, 
She  wishes  she  had  such  a  lover's  heart. 
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DELINQUENT  SPRING 

O  Spring,  have  you  frozen  your  feet, 

In  the  Winter's  retreat? 
Is  your  bright,  golden  head  weighted  down, 

With  the  storm's  icy  crown? 

And  your  dress  is  all  rusty  and  gray, 

For  a  world's  holiday; 
The  flowers  lie  strewn  on  the  ground, 

Where  their  tresses  are  bound. 

In  our  apple-tree,  robin  red-breast 

Has  no  song,  —  has  no  nest. 
The  heart  of  the  world  beats  cold, 

As  your  warmth  you  withhold. 

We  pine  for  your  dance  of  the  hours,  — 
Your  songs  and  your  flowers; 

The  hills  for  your  carpet  of  green, 
With  its  shimmer  and  sheen,  — 

The  shivering  trees  for  your  dress,  — 

E'en  the  sun  languishes. 
O  Spring,  the  world  needs  you  and  prays 

For  your  glad  April  days. 
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SPRING'S  EXULTATION 

Joyously  weaving  her  sumptuous  gown, 
Smiles  interlacing  the  winter's  dark  frown; 
Masterful  Sun  impregnating  earth, 
Quickening  Nature  for  jubilant  birth. 
Robins  so  lustily  singing  their  love, 
Cooing  so  ardently,  sweet  mourning  dove. 

Freed  from  their  prison  bars,  orgiac  streams, 
Rioting  now  after  long  winter  dreams; 
Life-blood  of  Nature  now  flush  in  its  flow, 
Millions  of  baby-buds  in  the  hedgerow. 
Fragrance  of  Paradise,  laughter  and  mirth, 
Put  a  new  face  on  the  frost-bitten  earth. 
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SPRING  FANCIES 

I  walk  the  carpeted  aisles  of  the  sky, 
And  list  to  the  music  of  stars. 
'Twixt  Pleiades,  Neptune  and  Venus  I  fly 
And  rest  on  the  red  field  of  Mars. 

I  lie  with  the  daisies  and  buttercups  sweet, 
And  hark  to  their  pipings  of  praise. 
In  nectar  of  dew  bathe  my  travel-stained  feet, 
While  my  lips  to  their  kisses  I  raise. 

As  streams  are  replenished  by  springs  in  the  hills, 
And  the  meadows  plush  green  in  the  rain, 
So  Nature  in  blossom  and  star  my  soul  thrills, 
With  new  rapture,  new  love,  and  .  .  .  new  pain. 
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ONLY  A  LILY  POND 

It  is  only  a  lily  pond,  held  in  the  lap  of  the  hills, 

Dependent  for  life  on  a  streamlet  or  two,  and  some  rills; 

Yet  it  gathers  the  clouds  to  its  bosom,  befriends  a  lone  star; 

Its  dusk  body  whitens  with  moonlight,  draws  from  afar, 

The  Sun's  golden  laughter,  the  fellowship  sweet  of  the  rain, 

Till  from  an  impoverished  pool  it  opulent  grows  again. 

Without  hands  or  feet,  or  passion,  or  prepotent  will, 

The  heart  of  the  universe  feeds  it,  just  lying  still. 

The  earth  for  its  mother,  the  winds  its  life-giving  breath, 

It  alike  defies  solitude,  sorrow,  the  menace  of  Death. 

There  is  much  one  might  envy  this  pool  in  a  world  full  of  sin, 

And  thrice  blessed  the  man  with  a  pool  of  still  waters  within. 
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NATURE'S  LULLABY 

Softly  the  sunset  lights  are  resting 

Upon  the  seas, 
And  little  pools  of  twilight  nesting 

In  drowsy  trees. 

While  from  the  deeps  of  night  eternal 

The  shades  are  drawn, 
Hinting  at  realms  of  light  supernal, 

Some  golden  dawn. 

Above  the  faithful  stars  are  keeping 

Their  lamps  aflame. 
Perchance  a  god  somewhere  is  sleeping, 

Whom  worlds  acclaim. 
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EARTH  RAPTURE 

Dear  Mother  Earth:  I'm  envious  of  your  rapture; 
Your  joy  to  reach  e'en  to  the  stars  to  capture 
Their  radiant  light;  Your  marriage  to  the  Sun, 
Who  mastered  you  and  fructified  your  womb, 
Till  desert  wastes  are  rich  with  garden  bloom,— 
Your  laughter  breaking  where  glad  rivers  run. 

I'm  envious  of  the  splendor  of  your  gown; 
The  diadems  of  Autumn,  Spring,  that  crown 
Your  glorious  head;  mischievous  winds  which  leap 
Through  heavenly  pastures,  scattering  far  and  wide, 
Its  drowsy  sheep,  to  frolic  by  your  side; 
This  ecstasy  of  wings  o'er  summits  steep. 

Would  I  might  press  my  soul  close  to  your  breast, 
Share  your  deep  rapture,  intimately  stressed, 
That  so  your  Soul  might  stab  me  with  its  pain. 
Your  symphonies  of  music,  color,  light, 
Absorb  me  as  the  day  absorbs  the  night,  — 
I'd  reach  for  Immortality  again! 
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SEA  GODS 

Who  is  your  deity,  wild,  restless  Sea, 

Since  Triton  has  passed? 

Jehovah,  whose  throne's  in  the  heavens  fast, 

Is  no  competent  god  for  thee. 

Yours  must  laugh  at  your  angry  wail, 

And  beat  you  like  chaff  with  his  harvest  flail, 

And  ride  you  a  Master  in  every  gale. 

Who  is  your  lover,  O  amorous  Sea? 

As  you  loll  in  the  sun? 

When  he  calls,  with  winged  feet  do  you  run? 

Or  is  your  heart  free 

To  play  the  wanton  with  gods  and  men, 

To  love  your  lovers  to  death  and  then 

In  passion's  embrace  take  others  again? 

What  of  your  children  most  prolific  Sea? 

Myriads  the  spawn  of  your  womb. 

Our  patterns  of  Life  are  the  weave  of  your  loom, 

They  have  draped  our  skies  with  a  beauty  supreme, 

And  to  nature  have  given  a  marvelous  theme; 

In  our  hearts  has  grown  the  blue  flower  of  a  dream. 
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EVENING  AND  MORNING 

In  a  moment,  such  time  as  a  robin  might  fly 

from  here  to  yon  hill, 
The  sun  hath  a  miracle  wrought  in  the  sky, 

and  the  whole  earth's  a-thrill. 

With  such  gossamer  threads  as  no  spider  e'er  wove 

in  his  silver-strand  net, 
He  hath  tapestries  hung,  of  a  beauty  and  texture  to  move 

Heaven  itself  with  respect. 

Then,  as  with  rapture  beholding,  the  tapestries  fade; 

These  opals  of  light, 
Grow  lusterless,  change  to  green  grayness  of  jade, 

And  sink  into  night. 

From  my  lips  there  are  bursting  near  curses,  my  soul  is  aflame, 

That  such  Beauty  should  die. 
The  earth,  —  one  must  suffer  its  sordidness,  sorrow  and  shame, 

But  wherefore  the  sky? 

All  through  the  night  I  was  racked  by  a  torture  of  pain, 

For  dead  Beauty's  sake. 
Ever  searching  in  dreams  for  those  tapestried  gardens  in  vain, 

Till  the  morning  light  break. 

When  the  new-rising  sun,  laying  hold  of  a  drab,  gray  cloud, 

sprays  with  opalesque  light  — 
Such  splendor  breaks  forth  that  the  fast-fading  stars  cry  aloud 

in  their  dimness  and  fright. 

Then  again,  in  such  time  as  a  robin  might  fly 

from  here  to  yon  hill, 
The  sun  hath  a  miracle  wrought  in  the  sky 

and  the  whole  earth's  a-thrill. 

With  such  gossamer  threads  as  no  spider  e'er  wove 

in  his  silver-strand  net, 
He  hath  tapestries  spun,  of  a  beauty  and  texture  to  move 

Heaven  itself  with  regret 

For  her  praise  still  unsung. 
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VOICES  OF  THE  SEA 

The  Sea,  the  somnolent  sea,— 
What  are  you  saying  to  me? 
"I'm  asleep,  but  with  only  one  eye. 
Within  me  a  deep  like  the  sky, 
Draws  the  amorous  stars  to  my  breast; 
Forever  to  love,  —  that  is  rest." 

The  Sea,  the  palpitant  sea,  — 
What  are  you  saying  to  me? 
"In  me  pulses  a  heartbeat  divine: 
I'm  a  goblet  to  hold  a  god's  wine 
See  his  face  crimsoned  red  in  the  sun? 
Life  is  love,  to  be  sought,  to  be  won." 

The  Sea,  the  turbulent  sea,  — 
What  are  you  saying  to  me? 
"I'm  the  surge  of  an  infinite  Power, 
That  pulses  in  planet  and  flower; 
Through  me  hear  the  universe  call: 
Love  is  Life,  Love  is  God,  Love  is  all!" 
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LIFE'S  COMPONENTS 

Wealth  in  the  gold  of  sunset, 
Beauty  in  moon  and  star; 
Grace  in  the  bloom  of  the  lily, 
Strength  in  the  hills  afar. 

Joy  in  the  carols  of  morning, 
Laughter  in  labor  at  noon, 
Hope  in  the  hush  of  evening, 
Light  in  the  midnight  gloom. 

Love  in  the  heart  of  Woman, 
Wisdom  and  Power  in  Man, 
Building  and  shaping  together, 
Life  for  its  deathless  span. 

This  is  the  glory  of  Being,  — 
Life's  miracle  hid  in  the  clod  — 
Sphering  our  earth  with  heaven, 
Clothing  our  frailty  with  God. 
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STONES  VERSUS  BREAD 

A  million  raindrops  fall  on  a  stone, 

Yet  it  lifts  not  once  its  head. 

Through  a  million  years,  stark  still  and  lone, 

It  lies  in  its  crusted  bed. 

The  raindrops  fall  on  a  wayside  seed, 
Released  by  a  bird  in  flight; 
And  a  harvest  ripens  for  human  need, 
In  a  day,  and  a  day,  and  a  night. 
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CONSIDER  THE  LILIES 

From  a  homely  bulb  so  dull  and  brown, 
Shriveled  and  dank  with  mould, 
Sprang  a  lily  dressed  in  a  velvet  gown  — 
A  lily  whose  heart  was  gold. 

A  bulbous  earth  of  star-dust  moulded, 
Sown  to  the  winds  by  a  flying  Sun, 
Opened  its  heart  and  there  unfolded 
A  spirit  whose  feet  the  stars  outrun. 

So  Life,  composite  of  earth  and  heaven,  — 
Spawn  of  the  seas  and  the  gods  divine,  — 
Of  Beauty  and  Truth  and  Love  the  leaven, 
For  earth's  ultimate  hope,  its  seal  and  sign. 

Not  where  the  distant  suns  are  grooming 
Their  fiery  steeds  for  a  farther  flight; 
But  here  where  the  lily  bulbs  are  blooming, 
Life's  drama  rises  to  god-like  height. 
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CARNIVAL  OF  AUTUMN 

One  single  blushing  rose,  matriculate 

In  Nature's  Symphony  of  color,  light, 

Provokes  in  me  a  wish  articulate, 

To  claim  its  rapture  to  my  utmost  right; 

Hoping  perchance,  my  O,  so  untaught  soul 

May  catch  some  meaning  of  the  larger  whole. 

But  when  o'er  all  the  hills  exultant  burst 
Ten  million  leafy  symphonies  of  joy, 
As  in  a  shoreless  ocean  deep  immersed; 
My  salient  powers  are  puerile  to  deploy 
O'er  such  a  vast  and  flaming  field,  to  capture 
These  limitless  infinitudes  of  rapture. 

Imprisoned  in  this  splendor  men  call  Life,  — 

This  Cosmic  reach  of  breadth  and  height  and  length, 

Where  Herculean  forces  join  in  strife, 

My  fettered  soul  is  baffled  by  their  strength. 

Then  Beauty  folds  me  'neath  her  heavenly  wings 

And  all  my  somber  silence  wakes  and  sings. 
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A  FRAGMENT 

A  sphere  God  tossed  into  limitless  space, 

And  fixed  an  orbit  there. 
Then  gave  it  a  Sun  to  illumine  its  face 

And  the  Moon  for  a  lady  fair. 

With  matchless  beauty  he  clothed  his  sphere, 

And  traced  on  the  sky  above, 
A  radiant  message  of  hope  and  cheer  — 

His  rainbow  of  light  and  love. 
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MY  LITTLE  HILL 

I  love  my  little  hill  that  stands  alone,  apart, 
That  wears  live,  pulsing  earth  upon  its  heart, 
Green-carpeted  with  grass,  unpaved  with  stone  — 
A  warm,  sweet  hill,  uplifted  like  a  throne, 
Where  I  may  stand  more  free  than  any  king, 
To  launch  my  spirit  on  far  voyaging; 
Mount  the  gold  stairs  to  yonder  setting  sun, 
See  Mother  Nature  don  her  night-cap,  spun 
Of  star  gold.  Here,  veiled  in  warm  purple  mist, 
With  earth's  immortal  spirits  I  hold  tryst,  — 
Wordsworth  and  Keats,  the  Bard  of  Avon,  He 
Who  launched  his  deathless  dreams  by  Galilee. 

Or,  from  far  flight  I'll  fold  my  spirit  wings, 

And  take  my  place  with  earth's  weak  underlings,  — 

The  field  mouse  mother,  yearning  o'er  her  brood, 

Night's  pigmy  armies,  foraging  for  food; 

While  through  the  darkened  lanes  of  pendant  sky, 

Swift  bird  patrols  on  whirring  wings  sweep  by. 

Below,  the  grazing  herd  on  cushioned  feet, 

Walk  softly  as  they  crop  the  clover  sweet. 

The  restless  earth,  intent  upon  her  flight, 

At  her  Lord  Sun's  behest,  stops  not  for  night; 

Unanswering  she  to  my  poor  wish  or  will, 

But  I  can  love,  caress  my  little  hill. 
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LIFE'S  SCARRED  HAND 

Seize  Life,  my  soul,  by  its  scarred  hand 

And  venture  to  the  promised  Land 

Of  thy  desires.  The  desert  heat 

Fear  not,  nor  body's  hunger;  beat 

Thy  wings  starward,  quench  thy  soul's  thirst 

At  th'  immortal  fountains,  till  there  burst 

Before  thine  eyes  the  glad  surprise 

Of  Beauty,  Truth  and  Love  —  of  Light 

Eternal  folding  close  the  wings  of  Night. 
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A  BASTARD  STAR 

Oh  you  fusty,  dusty  Earth; 

Where's  the  mother  who  gave  you  birth? 

Bastard  child  of  an  errant  Sun, 

In  Hell's  hot  heat,  —  your  Life  begun. 

Not  one  pleasure  without  its  pain, 
Cursed  your  sons  with  mark  of  Cain, 
Seared  and  slashed  with  fire  and  sword, 
Your  blinded  children  —  a  beggared  horde! 

With  blood- smeared  hands  their  altars  raised, 
With  lips  accursed  their  gods  are  praised, 
Out  of  your  dust  they  build  their  pride, 
Deep  in  your  dust,  make  Death  their  bride. 

Out  of  your  wrongs  man's  heaven  is  built; 
In  ashes  of  sorrow  his  hopes  are  spilt, 
Justice  spurned  from  his  lordly  throne, 
Wanders  an  exile,  friendless,  lone. 

Let  those  who  will  wear  your  yoke  of  pain, 
Cursed,  —  cringing,  kneel  for  your  curse  again. 
I'll  denounce  you  for  what  you  are  — 
A  fallen,  errant  and  bastard  star! 
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ELYSIAN  SPRINGS 

The  ingeniousness  of  laughter, 
The  listless  flow  of  tears, 
The  minutes  tumbling  after, 
The  ceaseless  roll  of  years; 

The  pulse-beat  of  Life's  morning, 
The  heart-ache  of  its  noon. 
The  cold  and  ruthless  scorning, 
Of  night  that  falls  too  soon; 

The  silver  robes  of  Beauty, 
The  golden  wealth  of  Love; 
The  shining  sword  of  Duty, 
The  great  White  Throne  above  — 

These  fill  my  soul  with  wonder, 
And  lift  my  Spirit's  wings, 
To  rend  earth's  bands  asunder, 
And  taste  the  Elysian  Springs. 
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JUBILATION 

Deep  pools  in  which  the  spendthrift  stars  are  pouring 

Their  liquid  gold; 
Lush  meadows  whence  the  lark-song  rises,  soaring, 

A  clarion  bold; 
The  phosphorescent  sea  with  moonbeams  dancing, 

Along  the  night; 
The  hosts  of  Spring,  rich-garlanded,  advancing 

To  hills  bedight: 
The  gaiety,  the  splendor,  the  up- winging 

Of  Nature's  throng, 
Release  earth's  imprisoned  raptures  into  singing 

Creation's  Song. 
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MOUNT  BLANC 

Up  from  the  petty  earth  he  rose, 
Sheer  to  his  giant  height; 
Scornful  of  all  his  ancient  foes, 
Clad  in  his  armor  white. 
Fierce  storms  had  beat  upon  his  head, 
And  all  his  massive  veins  had  bled, 
Yet  so,  a  thousand  vales  were  fed. 

Last  comes  his  Coronation  hour, 

Which  heaven  and  earth  join  to  acclaim, 

The  majesty  of  nature's  power, 

The  matchless  magic  of  his  name. 

A  mantle  of  ermine  proclaims  his  rank, 

Mountainous  armies  attend  his  flank, 

While  crimson  clouds  crown  him  Mount  Blanc. 

Whence  came  this  mountain  Emperor,  Knight, 

Prometheus  —  bound  to  our  common  earth? 

A  god  is  he  by  his  high-born  right, 

Yet  far  from  his  kingdom  of  heavenly  birth. 

Perchance  when  gods  walked  the  earth  as  men, 

Begat  with  her  daughters  these  giants,  'twas  then, 

One  remained  with  his  love  —  Blessings  on  him.    Amen. 
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I'M  NOT  AFRAID  OF  YOU,  GOD 

I'm  not  afraid  of  you,  God  —  your  omnipotent  power,— 

Fear's  for  the  motionless  clod,  the  dumb  beast  of  an  hour. 

The  puppet  may  dance  on  your  strings, 

Even  rise  from  the  earth  as  with  wings, 

But  a  Man  —  at  your  nod,  will  he  cringe,  will  he  cower? 

Since  you've  tossed  me  a  sphere  for  a  plaything,  a  toy, 

Should  I  not  catch,  with  a  cheer,  the  wild  shout  of  a  boy? 

Though  it  crumples  me  flat  with  its  weight, 

Must  I  moan  and  lament  my  sad  fate? 

Vanquish  my  doublings  and  fear;  greet  the  hazard  with  joy. 

Marvelous,  mystical  earth,  pregnant  with  forces  divine, 

Asleep  in  her  womb,  —  give  them  birth,  these  children  of  thine; 

What  matter  the  birthpang,  the  wrong, 

That  issues  in  splendor  of  song! 

Unspeakably  great  her  worth,  and  timeless  her  Time. 
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FATUS  TYRANNUS 

For  Beauty  only,  I  would  heaven  attain; 
And  yet,  a  sunset  stabs  me  with  its  pain. 

Love  I  would  know  —  no  less  than  Love  divine, 
Yet  human  love  intoxicates  like  wine. 

Stunned  by  the  splendour  of  a  lordly  throne, 
I  languish  in  my  faded  tent  alone. 

Peace  I  would  know,  yet  for  my  goal  must  fight; 
Would  shun  the  wrong  —  yet  know  not  what  is  right. 

Within  I  sense  the  rapture  of  a  Song 
Celestial,  but  contend  I  ne'er  so  long, 

It  will  not  break  to  Music.  Like  a  wave 
It  falls  back  on  itself  in  its  own  grave. 

Why  must  my  soul  be  baffled  in  its  flight, 
And  eyes  be  blinded  by  th'  effulgent  Light? 

Made  for  a  Universe  to  hold  in  thrall, 

My  soul  beats  helpless  wings  against  its  wall. 
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EARTH'S  SACRAMENT  FLOWER 

When  Eve  turned  her  back  on  her  Garden  of  bliss, 
Heart  heavy  with  shame,  her  soul's  temple  aflame, 
She  threw  a  last  look  and  a  lingering  kiss 
To  the  wreck  of  her  Paradise  sweet. 

Now  a  Cherubin  coming  to  bar  the  gate, 
From  heaven  above,  caught  the  kiss  of  her  love, 
And  he  trembled  and  sighed  and  was  late  —  so  late, 
For  Love's  meshes  had  tangled  his  feet. 

Then  the  Lord  of  the  Garden  was  very  wroth, 
And  his  sword  flamed  high,  cleaving  earth  from  the  sky: 
"A  cherubin  thou?  And  yet  singed  like  a  moth? 
What  has  smitten  thee?  Haste  —  your  reply?" 

Thus  the  cherubin  answered,  with  whispering  breath: 
"'Twas  a  woman's  kiss  won  my  soul  with  its  bliss  — 
Thrown  back  as  she  fled  from  your  curse  to  her  death; 
Let  me  share  in  her  exile  and  die." 

Then  a  ruby  tear  from  the  wound  in  his  heart, 
Fell  and  blossomed  sweet  at  the  Master's  feet. 
"Flower  of  pain,"  said  the  Lord,  "To  you  be  the  part, 
Of  healing  Love's  wounds  and  her  woes." 

So  he  breathed  his  soul  into  this  flower  of  pain, 
That  all  who  should  sup  from  its  sacrament  cup, 
Their  Eden  of  beauty  and  joy  might  regain,  — 
Love  immortal  had  blossomed  —  a  Rose. 
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THE  FATHER'S  FACE 

0  God,  enthroned  afar, 

1  cannot  climb  to  thee. 
Like  distant  sun  and  star, 
Thou  art  too  high  for  me. 

Not  there  I  find  my  throne  of  grace, 
Nor  see  my  Father's  loving  face. 

But  in  a  violet's  eyes, 

I  see  thy  tenderness. 

In  autumn's  myriad  dyes, 

The  splendour  of  thy  dress. 

I  press  my  ear  close  to  the  sod, 

And  hear  the  footsteps  of  my  God. 

A  child  cries  in  the  dark,— 

And,  is  the  Father  near? 

It  laughs,  and  as  I  hark, 

His  answering  laugh  I  hear. 

So  this  I  know:  what  time  or  place 

I  need  Him,  I  can  touch  his  Face. 
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FIREFLIES  IN  THE  DARK 

I  saw  a  firefly  in  the  dark, 
Unfold  its  hidden  gleam,— 
A  fleck  of  light,  a  feeble  spark, 
Caught  from  the  radiant  stream, 
Which  floods  celestial  stars  with  light, 
Makes  rapturous  the  abysm  of  night. 

Another  light  beams  o'er  my  head, 

Amid  earth's  darkness,  doubt. 

So  faint  once  in  its  lowly  bed, 

A  breath  might  put  it  out; 

Yet,  fed  by  Life's  translucent  stream, 

It  launched  a  prophet's  prayer  and  dream. 

Shakespeare  and  Milton,  Dante,  Pope, 

The  lowly  Nazarene,— 

Have  caught  a  Light,  a  fadeless  Hope, 

Dressed  in  no  earthly  sheen. 

Lifted  above  earth's  doubts  and  fears, 

Their  songs  make  music  for  the  spheres. 
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LITTLE  MAN  SO  CLEVER 

O  little  man,  so  clever, 
Who  never,  never,  never, 
Will  learn  how  vain  you  are. 
You  build  your  little  ant-hill 
Against  the  mountain's  breast; 
You  strive  to  match  your  poor  skill 
With  nature  at  her  best. 
How  cheap  your  imitation, 
Of  God's  first  hand  creation, 
In  planet,  earth  and  star. 

You  only  sham  Divinity, 

When  reaching  for  Infinity, 

Giving  commands  to  God. 

You  preach  of  peace  and  brotherhood, 

Yet  stain  your  days  with  strife. 

Your  history's  a  path  of  blood 

On  every  sea  of  life. 

O  little  brother  to  the  snail, 

Inflated,  like  a  bulbous  whale,— 

Deflated just  a  clod. 
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CHRISTUS  IMPERATOR 

O  Christ,  divinest  of  the  sons  of  men, 
That  ere  the  tortuous  ways  of  earth  have  trod, 
Though  thou  hast  passed  beyond  our  human  ken, 
Thou  still  art  earth's  most  priceless  gift  of  God. 

When  o'er  the  earth  war's  fearful  tumults  sweep, 
And  nations  rise  and  fall  like  ocean's  tide, 
Then  thy  disciples,  full  of  ardor,  leap 
To  share  thy  Cross  and  suffer  at  thy  side. 

The  wounds  thou  suffered,  thy  disciples  own; 
The  base  betrayal  of  thy  love  they  share. 
Earth's  midnight  finds  thee  weeping,  not  alone, 
Millions  of  loving  hearts  now  meet  you  there. 

Wider  each  age  the  circle  of  thy  love, 
Grows  to  embrace  the  last  lone  child  of  earth. 
Higher  than  all  our  fears,  our  hopes  above, 
Thy  Cross  still  stands  the  measure  of  man's  worth. 
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YOUR  GODS  AND  MINE 

You  may  have  your  gods  with  the  velvety  touch, 

Who  throw  to  your  weakness  a  cane  or  a  crutch; 

Or  perhaps  your  prefer  a  Santa  Glaus  God, 

Who  loads  you  with  comforts  and  e'er  spares  the  rod; 

Who  peeps  through  his  fingers  at  frailty  and  sin; 

Who  welcomes  the  prodigal  —  dearest  of  kin. 

Or,  a  millionaire  God,  blest  with  richness  untold, 

His  throne  in  a  City,  with  streets  of  pure  gold. 

An  aristocrat  God!  Some  no  doubt  would  select,  — 

His  favours  enjoyed  by  the  few  —  the  select. 

A  God  of  complacency,  smugness,  content 

That  his  children  deny  themselves  somewhat  in  Lent. 

A  God  who  on  Sundays  you  worship  in  church,  — 

The  other  six  days  he  is  left  in  the  lurch; 

Who  for  Life's  tragedy,  rewards  in  this  wise,  — 

A  nebulous  mansion  somewhere  in  the  skies. 

These  be  your  gods,  —  may  you  joy  in  them  find; 
Only  let  me  seek  mine  on  the  wings  of  the  wind, 
Where  the  rain  hits  my  face  with  its  lash  and  sting, 
And  the  mountains  stand  stark  to  the  bold  eagle's  wing. 
My  God  shall  know  passion,  and  power  and  love, 
With  his  throne  in  the  earth,  not  in  heaven  above. 
I'll  list  for  his  shout  where  the  trumpets  are  pealing, 
And  join  in  the  laughter  his  joy  is  revealing. 
I'll  worship  his  Beauty  in  nature  —  the  span 
Of  his  infinite  kingdom  I'll  measure  in  Man. 
I'll  gloriously  ride  with  him  on  the  wave's  crest, 
And  pillow  my  head  on  his  mountain-ribbed  breast. 
When  the  night  spreads  its  mantle  my  spirit  to  cover, 
I'll  wait  for  his  footsteps  as  lover  for  lover; 
And  last!  When  he  stoops  to  my  bed  in  the  dust, 
I'll  welcome  his  arms  with  an  undying  trust. 
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CONSIDER  THE  LILIES 

From  a  homely  bulb  so  dull  and  brown, 
Shriveled  and  dank  with  mould, 
Sprang  a  lily  dressed  in  a  velvet  gown  — 
A  lily  whose  heart  was  gold. 

A  bulbous  earth  of  star-dust  moulded, 
Sown  to  the  winds  by  a  flying  Sun, 
Opened  its  heart  and  there  unfolded 
A  spirit  whose  feet  the  stars  outrun. 

A  life  composite  of  earth  and  heaven  — 
Spawn  of  the  seas  and  the  gods  divine, 
Of  Beauty  and  Truth  and  Love  the  leaven, 
For  the  ultimate  Hope  a  seal  and  sign. 

Not  where  the  distant  Suns  are  grooming 
Their  fiery  steeds  for  a  farther  flight, 
But  here  where  the  lily  bulbs  are  blooming, 
Life's  drama  rises  to  godlike  height. 
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DOMUS  SPIRITUS 

I  will  build  for  my  spirit  a  house,  — 
A  house  with  a  garden  fair. 
Modest  shall  be  their  dimensions, 
Befitting  the  tenant  there. 

No  glory  shall  gild  its  portals, 
Nor  Fame  rear  its  altar  within. 
The  door  to  my  house  shall  be  lowly,  — 
Earthy  and  homely  as  sin. 

Yet  pillars  of  strength  and  beauty 
Around  and  about  it  I'll  raise. 
These  shall  uplift  my  spirit 
And  music  shall  voice  its  praise. 

Broad  and  deep  be  its  windows, 
For  the  sweep  of  the  heavens  above, 
And  the  lustrous  fragrance  of  meadows, 
The  limitless  power  of  Love. 
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SONG  OF  SILENCE 

Be  still  my  soul,  be  still. 
Relinquish  care  and  pain, 
The  striving  after  gain, 
The  struggle  to  be  wise; 
And  know  the  glad  surprise 
That  silence  yields,  the  peace, 
The  calm,  the  sweet  release. 
Be  still  my  soul,  be  still. 

O  heart  of  mine,  be  still. 
Why  art  thou  overwrought? 
Feed  on  the  quiet  thought. 
Love  comes  not  of  your  strife, 
But  like  the  morn,  when  Life 
Shakes  off  its  sleep  to  wake,— 
Free  is  Love's  gift,  partake. 
O  heart  of  mine,  be  still. 
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TIME  TO  PLAY 

Have  you  found  time  today, 

My  soul,  to  play? 
Have  you  for  pleasure,  sought, 
Launched  one  rich  gladsome  thought 

Down  Life's  swift  way? 

Have  you  and  Laughter  met, 

Joy  to  beget? 

Which,  fashioned  into  song, 
Should  right  some  wrong, 

And  heal  regret? 

Or  have  you,  smothered,  lain 

In  darksome  pain, 
Within  the  prison  keep,  — 
'Twixt  death  and  sleep, 

As  one  half  slain? 

Then  I  invite  you  —  nay, 
Command  you  —  pray, 

Rise  up  for  you  are  free! 

God's  love  commissions  thee, 
To  laugh  —  to  play! 
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IF  BEAUTY  WERE  YOUR  MASTER 

If  Beauty  were  your  Master, 

His  love  to  gain, 

Would  you  search  ever  vaster, 

His  vast  domain, 

More  Love  to  gain? 

If  Mankind  were  a  Garden, 
Yourself  a  flower, 
Could  you  your  service  pardon, 
Withhold  your  dower, 
Through  Life's  dark  hour? 

If  you  could  sing  a  Love  song, 

That  filled  the  sky, 

Would  you,  through  all  the  day  long, 

Yield  but  a  sigh, 

While  Love  went  by? 

If  God's  best  gift  were  laughter, 

Without  alloy, 

Would  you  strive  ever  after, 

With  full  employ, 

To  crown  such  joy? 
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THE  SHOWER  TREE 

Naked  she  stands  and  droops  as  if  ashamed, 
Her  sprawling  limbs  exposed  to  earth  and  sky; 
Till,  day  by  day  caressed  by  the  untamed 
And  amorous  breeze,  she  lifts  on  high 
A  timorous  spark  of  love,  a  blush,  a  sigh. 

Night  follows  day  and,  wrapped  in  purple  mist, 
Woven  of  moonlight  and  iridescent  sea, 
Her  lips  grow  scarlet  where  the  sun  has  kissed. 
About  her  limbs,  unhampered  still  and  free, 
A  f ilmy  lace  of  leaves  hangs  tremblingly. 

Each  hour  this  child  of  nature's  passion  grows 
To  finer  lustre,  —  more  radiantly  bright; 
Till  heaven,  enraptured,  graciously  bestows 
A  flowery  diadem  upon  this  Queen  of  Light, 
While  we,  in  awe,  pay  homage  to  the  sight. 
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MY  SOUL  AND  I 

My  soul  I  will  not  yield  to  mortal  strife, 
My  spirit's  calm  to  warfare  of  the  flesh. 
The  voiceless  music  of  the  inner  life, 
Shall  guide  my  feet  when  worldly  ills  emesh. 

From  noisy  tumults  like  the  sea's  unrest, 
Fevers  of  mind  and  body  racked  with  care; 
Companions  for  the  gods,  yet  world  oppressed, 
With  doubt  and  grief  and  fear  and  black  despair. 

For  me  the  pillow-stone,  the  desert  rod, 
The  open  heavens  to  the  farthest  star; 
An  ear  to  catch  the  footfalls  of  my  God, 
Courage  to  face  Life's  Sunset  at  the  bar. 
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A  PRAYER 

Grant  me,  O  Sovereign  Life 

An  humble  part 

In  this  great  cosmic  strife, 

To  purge  earth's  dross. 

Let  me  embrace  the  pain, 

And,  if  needs  be,  —  the  loss, 

So  Mother  Earth  may  gain. 

But  let  it  be,  through  all  the  years, 

With  gladsome  heart, 

Tuned  to  the  music  of  the  singing  spheres. 
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SECTION    II 


THE    COURT    OF    LOVE 


LOVE  IN  SERVICE 

A  little  love  to  give  us  glad  surprise, 

To  keep  ajar  the  gates  of  Paradise; 

A  touch  of  healing  give  to  human  pain, 

When  courage  droops,  restore  to  life  again,  — 

To  give  the  lonely  heart  a  glad  refrain. 

Another  hand  with  mine  upon  the  loom, 
Another  tenant  in  Life's  mystic  room; 
Together  weave  the  fabric  of  the  years,  — 
Its  lights  and  shadows,  joys  and  fears; 
Music  of  its  sorrows,  faith  of  fears. 

A  little  love  to  wing  the  weary  load, 
To  light  the  signal  fires  along  Life's  road, 
Restore  its  buried  raptures,  long  thought  dead. 
For  one  bowed  low  in  sorrow,  —  lift  the  head. 
For  Life's  recovered  joys,  a  table  spread. 
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LOVABLE  THINGS 

I  love  Life's  simple  things  — 
A  hill,  a  tree,  a  flower, 
The  sound  of  whirring  wings, 
Bells  in  an  ivied  tower. 

A  splash  of  rose-tint  cloud, 
Hung  in  the  evening  sky, 
And  to  the  earth  I'm  bowed, 
Surcharged  with  ecstasy. 

A  child's  pink,  dimpled  cheek, 
A  maid's  sweet  budding  breast; 
Sunset  on  mountain  peak, 
The  swallow's  homely  nest. 

A  woman,  sweet  and  good, 
Nor  yet  too  good  or  sweet, 
To  share  Life's  changing  mood, 
And  crown  my  own  complete. 
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WHEN  IS  LOVE? 

When  each  sees  in  the  other's  eyes, 
Glimpses  of  earth's  lost  Paradise; 
When  in  the  heart's  swift  flutterings, 
Our  deepest  ecstasies  find  wings; 

When  folded  to  each  other's  breast, 
Life's  restlessness  finds  surcease  —  rest; 
The  soul  a  haven  all  its  own 
And  all  its  exiled  gods  a  throne; 

When  lips  are  sealed  by  lover's  kiss, 
Throughout  each  being  tides  of  bliss 
Sweep  with  a  cosmic  force  divine, 
Blending  in  one  all  mine  and  thine; 

Time,  tide  and  all  things  held  until 

Is  consummated  nature's  will, 

Till  life  to  life  is  consecrate,  — 

One  home,  one  altar,  —  mate  with  mate. 
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MATING  TIME 

Somewhere  a  soul  is  waiting  at  the  gate, 
Is  waiting  for  my  love  and  I  am  late, 
While  my  lone  heart  is  bleeding  for  its  mate. 

The  lark's  love  note  is  answered  from  the  sky, 
The  sighing  winds  to  sighing  winds  reply; 
But  my  heart  hears  no  answer  to  its  cry. 

The  migrant  birds  are  guided  in  their  flight,  — 
Alike  to  them  are  sunlit  days,  dark  night  — 
Lead  me,  O  Love,  to  my  heart's  love  and  light. 


54 


LOVE'S  DISGUISE 

Love  with  mischief-sparkling  eyes, 

And  laughter  like  a  harp's  full  note, 

Tempting  form  and  passion's  sighs, 

Beauty's  bloom  and  fragrant  breath, 

Smote  my  senses  with  primeval  force. 

I,  panting,  yielded,  drew  back,  feared  remorse. 

Love  came  tripping,  smiling,  gay  — 

A  comrade  girt  with  Life's  full  strength. 

She  challenged,  dared  me,  fled  away, 

With  leap  and  bound,  with  stride  full  length  — 

Goddess  she,  for  work  or  play. 

I  gathered  all  my  strength,  pursued  her  fast, 

Caught,  took  reward  of  effort,  loosed  her,  last. 

Love  like  a  drooping  Blue-bird  came, 

Blood  crimsoned  breast,  a  broken  heart; 

Eyes  closed,  wings  bruised,  wayworn  and  lame,- 

A  victim  of  Man's  torturing  dart. 

Pitying,  I  took  her  trembling  to  my  breast. 

Revived,  she  sang  and,  singing,  built  Love's  nest. 
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WINTER  LOVE 

Too  long  his  starved  lips  had  pressed 

The  winter's  breast. 
His  lonely  heart,  so  long  unwed, 

Had  inward  bled. 
Anns'  long  outreach  in  Love's  vain  call, 

Grown  weary,  fall. 
The  loveless,  fruitless,  baffling  years, 

Are  stained  with  tears. 

Then  comes  Love  like  a  Queen  of  Spring,  - 

A  blithesome  thing! 
Fragrant  as  wind-blown  meadows,  green, 

Sweet  virgin  queen, 
Flushed  with  the  breath  of  Love's  desire, 

And  tipped  with  fire. 
These  precious  fruits,  ripe  for  his  hand,  — 

Could  he  withstand? 

Love's  Paradise  —  ajar  its  gate  — 

Why  does  he  wait? 
Alas!  Those  tragic  years  have  taken  toll, 

To  thwart  Love's  goal. 
Satan  or  God!  —  have  you  forgot 

Our  human  lot? 
To  proffer  Love  and  then  —  forsooth, 

Deny  us  youth? 


56 


CLOISTERED  LIFE 

I  may  not  hold  you  in  my  arms  too  close, 
Draw  from  your  love-lit  eyes 
Joys  fresh  from  Paradise; 
Drink  from  your  jeweled  lips 
Nectar  no  bee  e'er  sips 

From  the  deep  heart  of  his  sweet  Lady  Rose. 

I  may  not  hold  you  in  my  arms  too  close. 

I  may  not  lead  you  down  Life's  bridal  way 
To  that  immortal  bower 
Where  Love's  most  precious  flower 
Bursts  from  its  hidden  womb, 
To  fill  all  life  with  bloom. 

Such  bliss  I  may  not  know  e'en  for  a  day. 

I  may  not  lead  you  down  Life's  bridal  way. 

For  I  am  cloistered  with  my  vows  and  fears, 

Within  Life's  cubicle, 

A  prisoner  in  my  cell, 

I  peer  thru  cold  grim  bars 

At  you  among  the  stars. 
I  may  not  be  companioned  e'en  by  tears, 
For  I  am  cloistered  with  my  vows  and  fears. 
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HOW  SHALL  WE  LOVE? 

How  shall  we  love  at  morn? 

As  children  love. 

With  care-free  spirit,  laughter,  song, 

Unmindful  of  the  rugged  road,  the  thorn, 

The  heat,  the  hunger  and  the  hours  —  how  long? 

With  gentle  touch  and  sweet, 

Our  blithesome  spirits  greet 

The  day  as  souls  new-born. 

So  shall  we  love  at  morn. 

How  shall  we  love  at  noon? 

As  pilgrims  love. 

As  caravans  which  seek  retreat 

From  Life's  fierce  desert  heat. 

In  shaded  bower,  by  purling  brook, 

Like  birds  in  nest  —  love's  perfect  rest  — 

So  shall  we  love  at  noon. 

How  shall  we  love  at  eve? 

As  the  immortals  love. 

The  fructifying  earth  our  bed, 

The  purple  twilight  overhead, 

The  mystic  hush  of  nature's  vesper  hour, 

Enshrine  our  sacred  bower. 

There  to  embrace  mid  rapturous  earth  and  sky, 

Share  the  gods'  ecstasies,  the  immortal  sigh 

Of  satiate  bliss,  drain  the  consummate  kiss, 

Brimmed  with  creation's  joy  — 

Love's  triple  crown  complete,  without  alloy. 

Thus  shall  we  love  at  eve. 

How  shall  we  love  at  night? 

As  mortals  love. 

Weary  of  earth  we  banish  all  our  care  — 

Its  pain,  its  grief,  its  brooding,  black  despair. 

And  with  our  souls  new  shriven, 

Bathed  in  the  peace  and  love  of  heaven, 

Poised  for  far  spirit  flight, 

So  shall  we  love  at  night. 
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COME  AND  DANCE  WITH  ME 

Come  and  dance  with  me,  sweet  maiden, 

Life  is  much  with  sorrow  laden; 

Joys  like  April  sunshine  pass, 

Life's  imponderable  mass  — 

Heavy  as  a  monsoon  rain, 

Wraps  me  with  its  poignant  pain. 

You  possess  a  heart  that's  young, 
Laughter  plays  upon  your  tongue, 
Sunshine  lingers  in  your  eyes, 
Founts  of  joy  within  uprise,  — 
Kin  of  flowers  and  woods  and  streams, 
Yours  a  fairy  land  of  dreams. 

Maiden,  take  me  by  the  hand, 
Lead  me  to  your  summer  land. 
Spread  upon  my  lips  your  smile, 
With  your  love  my  days  beguile, 
And  our  nights?  Like  fairies,  we 
Keep  our  secrets  loyally. 
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PSYCHE  AMONG  THE  MODERNS 

She  will  smother  you  with  kisses, 

Sweet  her  lips; 
Rich,  replete  with  heavenly  blisses 

To  her  tips. 

O'er  one's  troubles  she  will  weep, 
Life's  stern  secrets  she  will  keep, 
Spectral  shadows  put  to  sleep. 

There's  a  magic  in  her  breast, 

Wondrous  strong. 
When  with  fears  and  doubts  obsessed, 

And  with  wrong, 
She  will  ply  the  healer's  art, 
She  will  play  an  angel's  part, 
Yes,  will  bind  the  broken  heart. 

Yet  none  holds  her  as  his  own. 

She'll  descend 
Like  a  goddess  from  her  throne 

And  will  lend 

Priceless  gifts  to  those  who  seek,  — 
Love's  embraces,  cheek  to  cheek,  — 
Would  you  call  her  wanton,  —  weak? 
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LOVE'S  CLEANSING 

Your  love,  fragrant  as  jasmine  petals,  lures  me 

To  nest  upon  your  breast. 

Or  mountain-stream,  clear  crystaled  liquid  laughter 

My  parched  soul  thirsts  after. 

You  are  my  Love's  retreat,  amid  Life's  desert  heat. 

Healing  your  breath,  and  sweet. 

Deep  would  I  lie  in  your  love's  jasmine  bed, 

To  your  rich  treasure  wed. 

Feast  on  its  fulness,  fragrant  as  nectared  dew  — 

Share  the  sweet  soul  of  you. 

So,  cleansed  of  Life's  fretful  fever,  anguish,  pain, 

Rise  pure  and  whole  again. 
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ONE  SUMMER  DAY 

Oh  Summer  Day,  that  ripens 
Love's  blossoms  in  an  hour. 
Oh  rosebud  breast  that  frightens 
My  pale  lips  with  its  dower; 
To  this  Love's  Day  in  June, 
Drink  I and  it  is  Noon. 

How  swift  hours  fly,  love  laden, 
Though  we  would  stay  them  fast; 
To  bind  for  man  and  maiden, 
Their  first  kiss  with  their  last. 
E'en  while  I  hold  you  tight, 
The  rose  fades  ....  it  is  Night. 

Another  Version 

One  Summer  Day, 

You  chased  the  sleepy  hours  away, 

And  in  their  stead, 

A  heavenly  feast  of  Love  you  spread. 

Timeless  it  runs; 

Nor  days  nor  nights,  nor  rising  —  setting  suns 

Can  mark  its  end: 

For  true  love  richer  grows,  the  more  we  spend. 
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LOVE'S  SUMMER 

She  bears  Love's  summer  secret  in  her  breast,  — 
Warm,  sweet  and  glowing,  like  a  hill  caressed 
By  wind  and  sun  and  bathed  in  dew  of  flowers. 
Her  radiant  love  is  like  enchanted  hours,  — 
Chimes  of  sweet  bells,  which  linger  in  the  heart, 
Long  after  fate  has  struck  our  lips  apart. 


63 


WOMAN'S  LIPS 

To  some  they  are  but  passion's  snare, 
With  cupids  slyly  lurking  there, 
For  man  to  crush  with  cruel  pain, 
Their  last  exhausted  drop  to  drain, 
And  leave  them  mutilated,  slain. 

Some  few  to  larger  wisdom  grown, 
Have  found  on  woman's  lips,  half-blown, 
A  rose  so  marvelous  and  sweet, 
For  heaven's  adornment  it  were  mete, 
Or  earth's  fine  rapture  to  complete. 

But  he  who  would  this  flower  enjoy, 
Must  all  his  finest  arts  employ. 
His  touch  be  like  the  bee's  caress, 
Or  morning  dew's  awaredness 
Upon  the  meadow's  silken  dress. 

So  will  his  rose  unfold  her  lips, 
Partake  of  love  in  dainty  sips, 
Till  all  the  soul  within  expands, 
As  chrysalis  to  burst  its  bands, 
And  fly  to  Love's  enchanted  lands. 
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A  WOMAN'S  SMILE 

Across  a  dim  cathedral  aisle  I  caught 
The  fragrance  of  a  woman's  smile  and  thought 
It  holier  than  the  Host  —  so  fair  a  thing, 
God  might  have  set  it  there  —  Love's  offering. 

The  chastening  years  have  flown  apace  and  left 
In  memory  but  a  filmy  trace  of  joys  bereft; 
Yet,  still  remains  undimmed  before  my  eyes 
That  heavenly  smile  of  love-lit  sacrifice. 
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QUATRAINS 
Soul  Mate 

Thy  voice,  soft-fluted  like  a  dove's  note  calling, 
Thy  throat,  white  petaled  like  the  jasmine  falling, 
Thy  breast,  full-cupped,  my  hungry  heart  enthralling, 
My  soul's  soul,  —  my  mate! 

Thine  eyes  like  lustrous  stars  envision  me, 
Thine  arms  like  temple  bars,  imprison  me; 
Thy  lips  like  altar  flames  decision  me, 

To  venture  all  —  Life's  fate. 

Love's  Armistice 

Whence  came  the  winged  joy  which  filled 

One  frightened,  fleeting  hour  with  heavenly  bliss? 

Perchance  some  love-lorn  Cupid  willed 

For  our  soul's  rapture,  this  hour's  armistice. 
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TODAY  -  TOMORROW 

You  were  so  sweet  today, 
So  full  of  loving  laughter; 
Your  spirit  leaped  to  play, 
While  mine  came  limping  after. 
Now  that  I'm  far  away, 
You  still  are  sweet  today. 

Though  trouble  waits  tomorrow, 
Its  skies  be  dull  and  gray, 
I  will  not  yield  to  sorrow; 
But  sweep  all  cares  away. 
Why  should  I  trouble  borrow, 
Since  you're  my  sweet  tomorrow? 
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LOVE  SONG 

Within  my  inner  life  a  light 
Illumines  all  my  thoughts  and  ways. 
Its  radiance,  so  bold  and  bright, 
Makes  golden  summer  of  my  days. 

Within  my  heart  there  blooms  a  flower, 
Most  fragrant,  beautiful  and  fair. 
No  angel  searching  heaven's  bower, 
Could  find  a  lovelier  blooming  there. 

My  heart- cords,  which  for  long  were  mute, 
Now  thrill  to  harmony  as  sweet 
As  ever  rose  from  lover's  lute, 
Tuning  my  pulses  and  my  feet. 

Music,  or  flower,  or  light  divine, 
From  lowly  earth  or  heaven  above, 
Whatever  name  or  form  be  thine, 
I  only  know  thee  as  my  Love. 
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MY  SWEETHEART  AND  I 

If  you  and  I  could  sail  away  together, 
Upon  our  magic  carpet  'cross  the  seas,  — 
Little  would  we  care  for  wind  or  weather  — 
Besetting  calm  or  the  wild,  whipping  breeze. 

For  always  there  are  meadows  lush  with  cowslips, 
And  boyish  brooks  a-tumbling  down  the  hills; 
Where  we  may  lie  and  dream  and  watch  the  cloud-ships, 
Or  share  with  nature  her  renascent  thrills; 

Wake  to  the  glory  of  an  Alpine  sunrise, 

Caught  like  a  shining  sword  on  some  brave  crest; 

Or  race  a  flying  cloud  on  some  fair  emprise, 

Share  love's  delight  on  Mother  Earth's  warm  breast. 

If  you  and  I,  —  but  why  this  fancy  roaming? 
This  dream  of  happiness  on  some  far  isle? 
When  always  in  your  heart  there's  homing, 
And  heaven  in  the  rapture  of  your  smile? 
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SONNET 

0  bird  of  the  wandering  wing, 

In  your  far,  wide  flight  today, 

Pray  tell,  did  you  see  anything 

Of  my  love  at  her  work,  or  play? 

Was  she  sad,  was  she  gay? 

He  nodded  his  head  and  danced  his  feet, 

As  he  sang:  "Sweet  —  sweet,  Sweet  —  sweet." 

O  wind  of  the  sea  and  plain, 

I've  a  question  to  ask  of  thee: 

As  you  swept  o'er  your  vast  domain, 

My  beloved,  my  mate,  did  you  see? 

Did  you  kiss  her,  my  sweetheart,  for  me? 

He  whistled  a  tune  and  tinkled  his  feet, 

Then  answered:  "She's  sweet,  She's  sweet." 
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LOVE'S  NECROMANCY 

Absence  holds  naught  of  fear, 
Where  Love  makes  one. 
There  is  no  far  nor  near, 
Till  love  be  done. 

I  sitting  in  this  place, 
And  you  —  far  yonder, 
Breathe  love  into  your  face, 
Then  list  and  ponder: 

What  thoughts  within  your  breast 
Will  break  to  smiles, 
Knowing  how  Love's  behest 
Can  conquer  miles. 

Thoughts  are  not  merely  things, 
When  born  of  love, 
But  cupids  swift  with  wings, 
Love's  faith  to  prove. 

Love  is  God's  sweetest  breath, 
His  heart's  best  gift; 
Stronger  than  mortal  death, 
Than  thought  more  swift. 
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GOOD  NIGHT,  MY  LOVE 

Good  night  my  Love,  Good  night. 
Heaven's  stars  keep  vigil  bright, 
Though  wayward  noon  forsake  us  soon, 
Sleep  tight  my  Love,  sleep  tight. 

Good  night  my  Love,  Good  night. 
Shut  out  each  sound  and  sight 
Upon  my  breast,  and  sweetly  rest, 
My  Love,  till  morning  light. 

Good  morn  my  Love,  Good  morn. 
Sweet  is  love's  rose  —  its  thorn, 
That  we  must  part.  On  your  dear  heart 
Love's  rose  I  kiss  . ,    .  forlorn. 


72 


SECTION    III 


ALTAR     STAIRS 


ASPIRATION 

I  want  to  lay  hold  of  the  rainbow's  end, 
And  track  it  up  and  over  the  bend 
To  where  its  magical  colors  blend 
In  the  sheen  of  the  infinite  sea. 

I  want  to  see  in  the  violet's  eyes 
The  mystic  glory  of  sunset  skies, 
And  share  the  ages'  stark  surprise, 
Such  wealth  to  hold  in  fee. 

I  want  to  know  whence  Truth  is  sown, 
From  what  fair  flower  is  Beauty  blown, 
Where  Justice  builds  her  royal  Throne, 
For  universal  sway. 

And  who  it  is  that  lights  the  stars, 
The  planets  —  Venus,  Neptune,  Mars  — 
Who  lifts  the  Night's  strong  prison  bars, 
Lets  in  the  golden  day. 

I  want  to  win  to  my  heart  this  world, 
Its  every  banner  and  flag  unfurled, 
As  from  the  Creator's  hand  it  whirled 
On  its  ageless  quest. 

Share  the  passion  of  human-kind, 
The  god-like  power  of  will  and  mind, 
Delve  to  Life's  inmost  realms  to  find 
Their  light  and  truth. 

Down  to  Life's  deepest  depths  descend, 
Up  to  its  highest  heights  ascend, 
Out  to  its  utmost,  endless  end, 
For  me,  forsooth! 
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WHAT  WOULD  YOU  DO? 

If  duty  bound  you  to  a  loveless  life,  — 
With  sorrow  weighted,  heartache,  inward  strife, 
And  Love  came  bearing  priceless  gifts  for  you,  — 
What  would  you  do? 

If  you  were  harnessed  to  a  thankless  task, 
Performing  which  you  wore  an  actor's  mask, 
And  wholesome  Life  and  sweet  were  proffered  you,— 
What  would  you  do? 

If  Duty  laid  a  cross  upon  your  back, 
And  sternly  pointed  to  the  Calvary  track,  — 
To  follow  through  would  break  the  heart  of  you,  — 
What  would  you  do? 

If  Socrates  could  drink  his  hemlock,  —  why  not  we? 
And  He,  the  Son  of  Man,  could  die  upon  the  Tree,  — 
What  choice  remains  for  us  but ....  follow  through1 
THIS  WOULD  WE  DO! 
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IF  THIS   IS  ALL 

If  this  is  all  —  one  little  ball 

Of  transitory  earth, 
And  we  must  fall,  at  death's  last  call, 

Like  apples  —  no  more  worth, 
Why  do  the  stars  make  pathways  for  my  eyes, 
The  moon  with  melody  fill  all  the  skies, 
Creation's  anthem  peal  with  each  sunrise, 
If  our  earth  ball  is  all? 

If  Life  is  meat,  and  only  meat, 

For  one  swift  day  —  then  night, 
And  I  must  eat  my  morsel  sweet, 
E'er  fades  its  fitful  light  - 
What  means  this  surge  like  mystic  leaven, 
Why  do  my  hungers  reach  from  hell  to  heaven, 
My  soul  range  universes,  seven  times  seven, 
If  Life  is  only  meat? 
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A  WORM  AND  A  GOD 

I  am  one  of  earth's  unnumbered  millions, 
One  body,  one  soul,  one  alone; 
'Gainst  the  weight  of  its  might  mounting  billions, 
I've  the  weight  of  a  clod  or  a  stone. 

I  am  man,  the  despised,  the  forsaken. 
I'm  the  Nisei,  the  Negro,  the  Jew. 
From  the  stake  and  the  cross,  I  awaken, 
To  live  in  the  conscience  of  you. 

As  a  Christian  I  toiled  in  your  galleys; 
As  a  slave  I  have  died  'neath  your  stripes; 
Your  garbage  I  eat  in  your  alleys; 
In  your  gutters  I'm  one  of  your  snipes. 

I'm  untouchable,  leprous,  unholy, 
I  am  poverty,  filth,  I'm  unwashed. 
I'm  a  rat,  I'm  a  slug,  beastly  lowly. 
I'm  the  slag  which  your  pulp  mills  have  squashed. 

I'm  the  poet  that  starved  on  your  threshold; 
I'm  the  artist  that  wrought  with  his  blood; 
I'm  the  sinner  you  sent  to  the  scaffold, 
Life's  outlaw,  its  felon,  its  dud. 

I  am  Socrates  drinking  his  hemlock; 
I  am  Jesus  impaled  on  a  cross; 
I  am  he  whom  you  tortured  as  Shylock; 
I'm  the  scum  of  all  martyrs  —  Life's  dross. 

I  am  Adam  who  wrecked  his  Lord's  Garden: 
A  vagrant ....  a  child  of  the  sod. 
Which  the  years  and  the  tears  only  harden; 
I'm  the  Earth  Man  —  a  worm  and  a  god. 
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THE  LORD  OF  THE  UNIVERSE 

Like  a  sword's  swift  flash  and  a  trumpet's  peal, 
The  morning  breaks  on  a  sleeping  world. 
And  the  starry  hosts  of  the  night  swift  steal, 
With  lance  at  rest  and  their  night  tent  furled, 
Back  where  each  star  becomes  a  sun. 
Thus  do  the  hosts  of  the  black  night  fly, 
When  the  Lord  of  the  universe  passes  by. 

We  play  like  moths  'round  the  candle  flame, 

We  fill  our  lives  with  a  noisy  strife; 

And  all  for  a  handful  of  dust,  a  name 

To  gild  this  image  which  we  call  Life; 

We  treat  the  earth  as  unhallowed  ground, 

Though  girt  by  a  belt  of  stars  around, 

Which  the  Lord  of  the  universe  somewhere  found. 

O  sluggard  world,  awake  from  your  sleep. 
New  planets  are  making  for  gods  and  men, 
To  be  launched  on  the  tides  of  the  cosmic  deep, 
For  unknown  ports  beyond  our  ken. 
Our  earth  may  be  but  a  grain  of  sand, 
Yet  it  lies  in  the  field  of  the  starlit  land, 
Which  the  Lord  of  the  Universe  holds  in  hand. 
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LIFE  CALLING 

Sunrise  and  singing  sea, 
Be  Life's  brave  call  to  me  — 
Freedom  and  light! 
Foam-crested  tides  that  lift, 
Light  from  far  stars  —  how  swift, 
Measure  my  right. 

These  give  my  thoughts  their  wing, 

Inspire  the  songs  I  sing, 

Waft  them  above. 

Breath  of  God's  heart  is  there, 

Beauty  of  angels  fair, 

Infinite  Love! 
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"THE  WILL  TO  DO, 
THE  SOUL  TO  DARE" 

My  road  is  rough  as  Alpine  path, 
The  dangers  multiply  apace. 
My  foes  of  evil  charged  with  wrath, 
Are  set  to  thwart  me  in  the  race; 
But,  be  the  goal  as  hard  again, 
I  will  attain  — 

I  WILL. 

My  soul  with  inward  grief  is  rent, 
The  palace  of  my  dreams  is  sacked; 
The  forces  of  my  youth  are  spent, 
My  argosies  of  joy  are  wracked; 
Yet,  if  I  must,  through  furnace  fire, 
I  will  aspire,— 

I  WILL. 

For  though  I  tread  the  brink  of  Hell, 

The  Everlasting  Arm  is  strong. 

Though  I  must  wait  the  Doom's  day  knell, 

The  Everlasting  Love  lasts  long: 

So,  bent  or  broken  'neath  the  rod, 

I'll  climb  to  God  - 

I  WILL. 
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LIFE'S  SACRAMENT  CUP 

If  Love  invites  you  with  prophetic  eyes, 

And  you  are  wise, 

You'll  seize  her  hand 
And  fly  with  winged  feet  to  Love's  fair  land. 

If  Justice  lifts  her  shining  sword  and  true, 

To  lay  on  you, 

With  courage  strong, 
Lay  hold  in  God's  own  name  and  right  some  wrong. 

If  weakness  pleads  protection  'neath  your  shield, 

Its  shelter  yield, 

And  let  no  poor 
Go  hungry  for  some  comfort,  from  your  door. 

If  in  Life's  cup,  you  find  one  joy  that's  sweet, 

Make  it  complete, 

By  sharing  it. 
Small  joys  grow  great  when  Life  and  Love  thus  meet. 
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SOUL'S  RAIMENT 

Make  beautiful  your  raiment,  O  my  soul, 
For  you're  a  strand  in  Life's  unbroken  cord, 
Which  binds  in  one  supreme  transcendent  whole, 
The  Universe  and  her  Imperial  Lord. 

As  Mother  Nature  clothes  herself  for  Spring,— 
For  Summer,  Autumn,  or  white  Winter's  death; 
To  glorify  her  every  living  thing, 
She  breathes  supernal  beauty  with  each  breath. 

Her  massive  mountain  pillars  in  the  sky; 
The  cataracts  which  from  their  shoulders  leap, 
The  galleon  clouds  which  o'er  their  summits  fly, 
To  rest  like  doves  upon  the  billowed  deep; 

Her  silver  lakes  asleep  'neath  shadowed  hills, 
Her  laughing  rivers  racing  with  the  sun; 
The  harps  that  play  upon  ten  thousand  rills, 
Set  Life  to  cosmic  music  as  they  run. 

A  grain  of  sand,  far-blown  as  desert  dust, 
Holds  in  its  heart  the  rainbow  of  the  sky; 
The  chrysalis  ensheathed  in  mordant  dust, 
Breaks  to  release  a  beauteous  butterfly. 

The  dewdrop  clinging  to  a  rose's  lip, 
As  perfect  is  as  silver  sea  or  cloud; 
The  bees  that  from  its  ruby  petals  sip, 
Are  acolytes  before  Life's  altar  bowed. 

The  blush  that  blooms  upon  a  maiden's  cheek, 
When  Love  first  sings  his  carols  in  her  heart; 
The  kiss  of  morning  sun  on  mountain  peak, 
Are  of  Love's  universe  a  sacred  part. 

These  all  one  story  tell,  one  chorus  sing: 
That  Life  on  earth,  or  in  the  heaven  above, 
Howe'er  it  moves  —  by  fin,  or  feet,  or  wing, 
Rises  through  beauty  to  its  realm  of  Love. 
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ENTOMBMENT 

Entombed  in  a  world  of  sense  and  sound, 
Like  a  cold  dead  mummy  wrapped  around 
And  buried  deep  in  the  cold,  dead  ground. 

Deep  in  a  pit  with  no  star-shine, 

Life  without  banquet  of  song  and  wine, 

Naught  of  the  passion  of  mine  and  thine. 

Ebb  of  the  tide  till  the  shore  lies  bare, 
Galleon  wrecks  strewn  here  and  there,— 
Treasures  of  Love  and  Faith  and  Prayer. 

Empty  the  heart  save  a  smothered  cry, 
Blinded  the  eyes  to  the  roseate  sky, 
Sealed  the  lips  with  a  faithless  lie. 

Heaven  and  Hell  in  a  pot  of  gold; 
Brick  and  mortar  and  dust  and  mould,— 
Eternity's  Child  grown  grey  and  old. 

This  is  the  world  so  oft  I  see, 

The  world  that  breaks  the  heart  of  me, 

And  blinds  my  eyes  to  Life  and  Thee. 

Stab  earth's  Soul  till  it  wakes  again, 
Wrap  it  'round  with  Life's  glad  pain, 
Sing  to  it  Calvary's  high  refrain. 

Into  the  cosmic  stream  I'd  leap; 
Vigil  with  faithful  stars  I'd  keep,— 
Last  in  the  arms  of  God  I'd  sleep! 
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TRUMPETS 

Charged  with  gray  mist  and  surgent  sea, 
Blow  violent,  O  wind,  'gainst  me. 
No  zephyred,  soft  caress  I  crave, 
Instead,  your  challenge  to  the  wave. 
For  one  must  stand,  where  many  fail, 
Make  port,  with  shattered  mast  and  sail; 
So,  charge  my  breast  and  loins,  O  gale! 

For  dead  bones  fill  the  valley's  brim, 
Blow  Life  into  them,  limb  by  limb; 
Till  once  again  these  dead  arise, 
Clothed  for  a  living  sacrifice. 
America,  who  once  was  free, 
Armored  for  Life's  high  destiny, 
Where  is  your  heaven-born  Liberty? 

Now  hot,  now  cold,  now  this,  now  that, 
The  while  you  feckless  grow,  and  fat, 
You've  lost  your  ancient  pride  and  shame, 
The  blood  that  once  baptized  your  name, 
Runs  thin  and  sluggish  in  your  veins,— 
Bring,  winds  of  God,  those  scorching  rains, 
Which  cleanse  earth's  bitter  wounds  and  stains! 

O  Youth!  Fear  softness  as  a  blight, 

Better  a  thousand  times  the  fight, 

To  win  or  lose  the  distant  goal, 

Than  spurn  the  venture  —  lose  your  soul. 

Adventure,  though  you  lose  your  all  — 

Better  the  wormwood  and  the  gall, 

Drunk  to  the  trumpets'  lusty  call! 
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HYMN  TO  ORPHEUS 

E'en  through  the  veil  of  my  dim,  flesh-bound  eyes, 
I  glimpse  your  Spirit  World:  emancipating  faith, 
Flooding  with  light  and  love  and  life, 
A  universe  of  matter;  crystal  fountains 
Bubbling  with  laughter  of  sun  and  evanescent  sea, 
Baptising  infant  worlds  with  bliss  celestial, 
Reviving  wilted  gardens  of  our  lost  Paradise. 

I  feel  upon  my  cheek  those  mystic,  shining  winds, 
Which  sweep  the  forests  of  heaven  and  disperse 
Their  leaves  of  healing  o'er  every  death-cursed  world. 
You  brush  with  vivid  flame  the  lips  of  prophets, 
Martyrs  —  radiant  souls  who  make  earth's  deserts  bloom 
And  fructify  her  womb  with  sons  of  heaven: 
So  close  to  our  dumb  life  the  wing  of  Orpheus  dips. 

Cosmic  in  rhythmic  reach,  your  music  peals 

For  each  new  day,  creation's  symphony; 

Uplifting  the  chorus  of  ten  million  worlds  — 

Insect  and  child  and  flaming  cherubim  — 

Unite  the  heavens  and  earth  in  praise  antiphonal. 

On  your  upsurging  wings  e'en  mortals  reach  for  stars,— 

Their  pillow-stones  yield  dreams  immaculate  of  heaven. 

Soft  as  the  velvet  of  the  dusk,  your  touch  on  weary  souls, 

Like  jeweled  dewdrops  on  jasmine-petaled  gardens, 

Your  symphony  of  peace.    At  night  the  sentinel  stars 

Patrol  their  fearsome  beats  with  muffled  tread, 

So  we,  the  little  folk  of  earth  be  unafraid  in  sleep. 

Sorrow  and  pain  are  soothed,  hope  nourished,  strength  renewed; 

Life's  bitter  discords,  angers,  tuned  to  final  harmony. 

Comes  then  the  Dawn,  beloved,  rose-lipped  with  the  Sun's  kiss. 

Full-throated  as  God's  lark,  with  stirring  songs  of  Life; 

Turns  love  to  fruitful  labor  and  makes  labor  love; 

While  through  the  veins  of  universal  life  there  pours 

The  singing  blood  of  Him  who,  all-forgiving,  sets 

Our  pigmy  world  in  his  bright  diadem  of  suns.     Allelujah! 
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ARE  YOU  LOOKING  FOR  GOD? 

Are  you  looking  for  God? 

There  He  goes. 
See  his  breath  on  that  clod,— 

Now  a  Rose. 

With  a  handful  of  seed 

And  your  dearth, 
He  has  answered  your  need,— 

Bounteous  Earth. 

His  divine  pulses  beat 

Thru  the  world; 
'Neath  his  swift  flying  feet 

She  is  whirled 

On  her  universe  path 

To  her  goal, 
Be  the  end  peace  or  wrath 

For  her  soul. 

As  the  autumn  leaves  fall 

To  the  ground, 
We  must  answer  his  call,— 

'Plete  the  round. 

By  his  pathway  of  pain 

To  the  sky, 
Will  He  lift  us  again?— 

You  and  I? 

While  we  look  to  the  skies 

For  a  sign, 
He  is  here  'fore  our  eyes,— 

Bread  and  wine. 

In  our  sunshine  and  rain 

There  He  stands; 
With  the  wounds  of  our  pain, 

Red  his  hands. 

I  am  only  a  clod, 

Dumb  as  Death. 
Breathe,  O  breathe  thru  me  God, 

Life  —  Thy  Breath. 
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SEND   QUIET  THOUGHTS   TODAY 

Send  me,  my  love,  your  quiet  thoughts  today. 
Thoughts  which  will  bear  me  to  the  hills  away, 
Where  I  may  loose  imprisoned  joys  to  play. 
Send  me  my  love,  sweet,  quiet  thoughts  today. 

For  I'm  full  weary  of  my  published  role, 
No  urge  have  I  today  to  save  a  soul, 
Inspire  a  laggard  world  to  higher  goal. 
Full  weary  am  I  of  my  rescue  role. 

Instead  I'd  have  the  sacrament  of  rest. 
Seek  my  soul's  comfort  pillowed  on  your  breast; 
Receive  the  oil  and  wine  of  love's  bequest,— 
Have  sacrament  of  comfort  and  of  rest; 

With  you  seek  solace  where  the  sheltering  night 
Shuts  out  the  garish  world  of  sound  and  sight. 
Some  nest  where  we  love's  sacred  troth  may  plight 
And  solace  know  safe  sheltered  by  the  night. 
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LOVE'S  SAVING  PLAN 

On  this  worn  path  of  human  feet, 
Which  each  must  press  to  his  own  goal, 
I  am  content  with  those  I  meet, 
For  my  companionship  of  soul. 

I  do  not  shun  this  world  of  men, 
'Tis  mine  for  better  or  for  worse. 
It  haunts  me  with  its  panic  when 
The  gods  assail  it  with  their  curse. 

The  orphaned  loneliness  of  Life, 
The  weight  of  each  day's  sorrows,  tears, 
The  foolish  waywardness,  the  strife, 
Which  sum  the  measure  of  the  years, 

The  masked  smile  which  each  one  wears, 
To  hide  the  inner  wound  and  pain, 
The  fortitude  with  which  one  bears 
The  sin  of  living  and  its  stain; 

This  multitude  without  the  pale, 
Unsatisfied,  unshriven,  lost; 
This  bravest,  but  unwritten  tale, 
Of  Life  shorn  of  its  Pentecost; 

This  bruised,  baffled,  earthy  man,— 
Sweated  and  seamed  and  torn  with  lust,— 
I'd  build  with  Love  a  saving  plan, 
Which  e'en  the  weakest  soul  could  trust. 

There  is  a  Life  by  Love  made  free, 
Cleansed  of  its  lust  and  secret  shame; 
Born  of  Love's  immortality, 
And  hallowed  by  a  heavenly  Name: 

A  Father  God  who  dwells  with  men, 
Who  marks  the  sparrows  as  they  fall, 
And  holds  within  his  loving  ken, 
Our  orphaned  world  —  His  children  all. 
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NAUGHT  ELSE  I  ASK 

My  body  labors  for  its  need, 
In  furrowed  soil  it  plants  the  seed; 
At  harvest  reaps  the  grain  for  food, 
Gains  in  the  toil  the  body's  good. 
At  one  with  Nature's  seasons,  laws, 
Her  mothering  o'ercomes  its  flaws, 
And  like  the  bird,  the  kine,  the  flower, 
My  body  lives  on  Nature's  dower. 
In  this  it  truly  worships  Thee, 
While  holding  Thy  rich  gifts  in  fee. 
Enough,  —  Thy  pulse-beats  in  the  sod, 
Naught  else  I  ask  of  Thee,  O  God. 

Likewise  the  mind,  —  an  empty  room, 
Pressed  with  forebodings,  doubts  and  gloom; 
I've  sought  to  garnish  it  with  light, 
Beauty  and  truth  and  vision  bright; 
Thoughts  which  make  its  state  serene, 
Canopied  with  memory  green; 
Marvelous  this  world,  and  free  — 
Filled  with  all  I  need  of  Thee. 
My  pilgrim  staff  —  Thy  budding  rod; 
Naught  else  I  ask  of  Thee,  O  God. 

My  spirit,  quickened  by  Thy  leaven, 
Clamors  not  for  far-off  heaven; 
Finds  here  upon  the  lowly  earth, 
The  rapturous  song,  the  soulful  mirth, 
Companionship  of  heart  and  mind, 
Strong  cords  of  love  that  hold  and  bind 
Into  one  bundle  Life  and  Thee, 
For  time  and  all  eternity. 
Since  o'er  my  path  Thy  feet  have  trod, 
Naught  else  I  ask  of  Thee,  O  God. 
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CURE  OF  ALL  SOULS 

Art  thou  desolate  and  weary, 

Friend  of  mine? 
He  was  weary,  worn,  but  cheery, 

Savior  thine. 

Art  thou  lonely,  ill,  uncomely, 

Stricken  sore? 
One  more  lonely  stands,  all  comely, 

At  thy  door. 

Love  and  life  are  thine  no  longer, 

Hence  you  weep? 
Master  He,  of  both  and  stronger, 

Guards  his  sheep. 

Faith  and  hope  and  joy  and  vision  — 

All  grown  dim? 
These  and  heaven,  fields  Elysian, 

Are  with  Him. 

Cast  away  thy  doubt  and  sorrow, 

Him  receive; 
In  his  hands  entrust  tomorrow, 

And  believe. 

Healer,  Shepherd,  Friend  unfailing, 

O  how  strong! 
All  thy  doubts  and  fears  assailing, 

And  thy  wrong. 

He  thy  wounds  will  heal,  or  tender 

Grace  to  bear. 
Blest  are  they  who  all  surrender 

To  his  care. 
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THE  INVISIBLE  GUEST 

The  thrush  loves  his  nest  and  song, 

And  the  lark  his  sky; 
While  the  stars  linger  all  night  long 

For  the  morning's  love-sigh; 
E'er  they  fold  their  wings  in  sleep, 
And  the  meadows  wake  and  ....  weep. 

There's  a  cadence  of  Love  in  the  hours, 
Like  the  lilt  of  a  tune, 

As  the  butterflies  waltz  'mid  the  flowers 
To  the  honey  bees'  croon. 

Like  as  blossoms  of  love  full-blown, 

Sweet  the  lips  of  the  Rose  have  grown. 

When  Love,  the  invisible  guest, 

Walks  abroad  in  the  Spring, 

Our  winter-stripped  earth  is  blest 

By  the  breath  of  her  wing. 

Rich  her  womb  with  the  children  of  Love, 

Richer  Life  for  heaven's  rapture  above. 


92 


MOST  WORSHIPFUL  GOD 

I  worship  the  God  of  the  morning  Star, 
Who  with  silver  paves  the  way 
From  the  eastern  gate  to  the  steeps  afar, 
For  the  golden  feet  of  Day. 

I  worship  the  God  of  the  stark,  white  Moon, 
And  the  Sun  with  his  heart  of  fire; 
While  wind  and  wave  and  the  mad  monsoon, 
Are  but  voices  of  earth's  desire. 

But  I  love  the  God  of  the  quivering  leaf, 
And  the  lowly,  green  blades  of  grass; 
And  the  gold-tipped  heads  of  the  harvest  sheaf, 
That  nod  to  me  as  I  pass. 
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A  LITANY  OF  LIFE 

For  songs  of  earth  that  reach  the  sky, 
And  winged  warblers  flying  high, 
For  Nature's  tender  poignant  sigh, 
TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 

For  saintly  trees  in  templed  aisles, 
And  vagrant  streams  in  rippling  smiles, 
For  verdant  beauty  —  miles  on  miles, 
TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 

For  nature's  altars  carved  in  rocks, 
And  quiet  meadows  clothed  with  flocks,— 
For  hearts  that  open  when  Love  knocks, 
TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 

For  joys  that  thrive  on  simple  things, 
For  thirsty  souls  —  Life's  living  springs, 
For  earthly  burdens,  heavenly  wings, 
TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 

For  Love  that  wraps  the  whole  world  round, 
Makes  common  earth  Love's  hallowed  ground, 
Gives  healing  to  Life's  living  wound; 
TE  DEUM  LAUDAMUS. 
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L'ENVOI 

So  much  of  Life  to  see, 
So  much  of  Love  to  know,— 
Of  gifts  each  would  bestow; 
How  can  one  ever  be,— 
While  earth  and  singing  sea, 
Their  ageless  life  unfold,— 
Content  with  dust  and  mould, 
With  Death's  impugnity! 

If  sun  and  moon  and  star, 
Alike  can  course  their  way, 
Unscathed  through  night  and  day, 
Through  dangers  near  and  far  — 
No  barriers  halt,  debar; 
Must  man's  full  orbit  keep 
Within  birth,  death  and  sleep? 
This  for  some  drifting  spar! 

Out  on  Life's  rim  I'll  stand, 
When  earth  has  said  "Good-bye," 
List  the  lone  sea-gull's  cry, 
As  he  puts  out  from  land, 
Upborne  by  unseen  Hand; 
And,  'spite  of  death  and  birth, 
Of  my  low  orbit,  earth, 
Cry:  "God,  yours  to  command!" 
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